gether for some time, until the lieutenant discovered the
blood was beginning to soak the sleeve of his uniform, and
threatening to drip, Thereupon he said a calm goodbye,
as if nothing had happened, left, and went straight to the
hospital, where they dressed his wound. Fortunately the
bullet had not touched the bone. When some years later,
a captain by then, he told me of the occurrence, he rolled
up his sleeve and showed me the wound.

He never saw the woman again after that evening. He
never went back to her house, nor did he try to meet her
elsewhere. His reason was that the woman herself must
have known perfectly well that the shot was no unlucky
accident, but a cowardly attempt at murder; nevertheless
she reacted on the spot: as if she had never doubted its being
a mishap. In other words, at that fateful moment, for fear
of her husband and the unpleasant consequences that
might result, she had coldly abandoned him to side with
the apparently stronger would-be murderer*

In 1919 1 made a one-act play out of this occurrence,
almost unchanged, under the title Marshal It was per-
formed in Budapest and Vienna during the 1922-23 sea-
son. It became one of the vehicles of Italy's celebrated
Memo Bcnassi. The English version may be found in the
volume called All the Plays of Molnar^ published in New
York by the Vanguard Press in 1929. (By the way, the
title of the book is now, in 1948, no longer appropriate,
for since then I have written twenty more plays, several
of which have been produced on Broadway or filmed in
Hollywood.)

The only change worth mention that I made in drama-
tizing the true story was to turn the hussar lieutenant into

22*1 a fleetingfrom
